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The Horse That Jumped 


Snow Man was a no-good horse. Every- 
one said so. He was old and worn out and 
good for nothing. His last owner had just 
sold him for sixty dollars to a factory where 
he would be cut up for dog food. 

But Snow Man wasn’t ready to give up 
yet. Even on the way to the food factory he 
refused to be discouraged. He kept his ears 
up. And that saved his life. 

For it so happened that on the very day 
that Snow Man was being shipped to the 
dog-food factory, Mr. Harry de Leyer went 
down to a horse auction to buy a horse for 
his children. Alas! When he arrived at the 
auction the horses had already been sold. 
He had come too Iate. 

He walked around, bewildered, trying to 
think up an excuse to tell his children when 
he arrived home without a horse. 

In his sorrow he noticed a man loading 
a truck with weary-looking old nags. They 
were a droopy bunch. Their backs sagged, 
their ears flopped forward, their eyes were 


















dull. But one horse in that sorry crowd had 
his ears erect. He looked as though he might 
be ambitious. 

Mr. De Leyer told the truck driver he’d 
like to buy him. 

“Don’t be foolish,” said the truck driver. 
“None of these horses are any good.” 

“Well, I’ve got to have one, so if $70 
is all right, I’ll take that one.” 

For $70 the horse was sold, and for an- 
other ten, the truck driver delivered it. 

The children were delighted. But a year 
later, Mr. De Leyer sold Snow Man to a 
doctor. 

Soon the De Leyers’ telephone rang. The 
doctor was agitated. “That horse you sold 
me,” he grumbled. “I can’t keep it in the 
corral. It jumps over the fence and escapes. 
I build the fence higher and put the horse 
back in, but it jumps out again. I can’t go 
on like this. I’ll have to ask you to take the 
horse back and refund the money.” 

“All right,” Mr. De Leyer said, and re- 
turned the money. He didn’t want to have 
a dissatisfied customer. 

Then he did some thinking. Horses don’t 
like to jump. Everybody knows that. But 
here was a horse that was different. Snow 
Man loved to jump. There were horse fairs 
where a lot of money was given in prizes 
for good horse jumping. Maybe, with a 
little training 

Of course, Snow Man had no pedigree. 
No one knew who his father was or where 
his mother came from, and usually those 
things are important to those who keep 
horses. But Snow Man could jump. That 
was even more important. Mr. De Leyer’s 
eyes grew round with anticipation. 

To make a long story short, he trained 
Snow Man carefully. And Snow Man won 
the three biggest horse-jumping contests in 
the country, one right after another. Mr. 
De Leyer was offered $100,000, and Snow 
Man was written up in Life magazine. 

It’s a good story to think about when 
you’re blue—or the grade card isn’t what 
you’d hoped for. If a no-good horse can 
become a champion, what can you and I be- 
come, who are the sons and daughters of 
God? 





Your friend, 








CHARLIE Was BOSSY 


By BERTHA CROW 


HARLIE slammed the kitchen door and 

jerked off his jacket. He threw his cap 
on the table and unwound the scarf from 
his neck. He slumped in a chair with his 
face in his hands. 

“I don’t care,” he muttered. “I don’t care.” 

“What did you say, dear?” mother asked, 
emerging from the living room with some 
mending in her hands. “You look as if you 
had lost your last friend.” 

“I have,’ Charlie retorted. “But I don’t 
care. Dan can be pals with Joe if he wants 
to. I'll find me another.” 

“That's all very well,’ mother said. “It’s 
fine to be friendly with everyone. But a 
good friend is hard to find. You should try 
to keep the ones you have. Can’t you be 
friends with Joe?” 


“That’s the trouble, Mother,” Charlie ex- 
plained. “Ever since Joe came, Dan won't 
have anything to do with me. He wants to 
have Joe in on everything. All I hear is Joe 
this and Joe that and Joe the other. We do 
everything Joe wants to do. If Joe wants to 
play ball, we play ball. If Joe wants to skate, 
we skate. Now Joe wants to go sledding, 
so everybody's going sledding.” 

“Didn't the boys invite you to go along 
too,” mother asked. 

“Yes. But I didn’t want to sled. I went 
yesterday. I wanted to make an igloo in the 
back yard, and that’s exactly what I’m going 
to do.” 

Charlie pulled his coat back on, jerked 
his cap down over his ears, and tied 
his scarf. To page 17 


At Joe’s suggestion, Dan got inside the igloo, and Joe and Charlie “attacked” it with snowballs. 
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This We Believe—The Seventh Day Is the Sabbath 


The Preaching Hot Rod 


By NELLIA BURMAN GARBER 


— pedaled to a breathless stop in 
the front yard. Almost before his wheels 
had stopped spinning, he had vaulted over 
the flower bed and onto the front porch. 
“I’m home,” he announced, panting. “Did I 
make it on time?” And he hurried to the 
kitchen to look at the clock. “Five minutes 


to spare,” he added, satisfied, and sank into 
the nearest chair. 
“That’s good,” said mother. “I always feel 


proud of you when you're here on the dot.” 

“I got so interested in that hot rod that I 
almost forgot to look at my watch. Mr. 
Riley and I really looked the thing over. He 
says it is too long and will have to be cut 
down. He says the quickest and easiest way 
would be to cut it with an acetylene torch.” 

“That would cost you quite a lot, wouldn’t 
it?” mother suggested. 

“He says he will cut it down, weld it to- 
gether, and tune up the motor for $30.” 

“That’s a lot of money, dear,” mother re- 
minded him. 

“How well I know it,” Tommy said, wea- 
rily. “I just don’t have that kind of money 
to put into a hot rod. Got to think of my 
school bills first.” 

“You're right.” 

“He knows of a fellow who has a hot rod 
for sale for $25. Says it’s a pretty good one, 


too. Wish I did have the money, then I 
would buy that instead of trying to finish up 
this one Phil and I started.” 

“It would be easier,” mother agreed. 
“Maybe someday you will have that much 
saved. But for now, you will have to be con- 
tent with dreams.” 

Tommy wandered down the hall to his 
room, and mother heard him drop down on 
the bed for a minute’s rest. But it was only 
for a minute, and he was back in the 
kitchen, all breathless once more. 

“Do you know what?” he began. 

“I’m afraid not,’ mother said. “What?” 

“You remember that galvanized iron 
fence we saw in the park last Sabbath when 
we drove out to pick up Brother Black?” 
Mother nodded. “Do you know what's be- 
hind it?” But he did not wait for mother to 
answer. “It’s a race track. For hot rods. Well, 
actually, for what they call gocarts, a kind of 
hot-rod midget racer.” 

“How interesting,” mother answered, stir- 
ring the potatoes. 

“Mr. Riley says that if I could practice on 
Tuesday and Friday afternoons with my own 
hot rod, I could enter the races on Sunday 
and maybe win a trophy.” 

“Is that so?” mother said, 
edly. 


absent-mind- 
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“I told him I couldn’t do it even if I had 
a car of my own,” Tommy said. 

“Oh?” 

“Well, I said that Fridays are out. He 
asked me why, and I told him that with the 
days so short, it’s sundown too early for me 
to even get over there after school before 
Sabbath, let alone practice.” 

“What did he say to that?” mother asked. 

“He wanted to know what sundown had 
to do with racing. I told him that the Sab- 
bath begins at sundown on Friday, and I just 





o 
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“So I say, ‘I can’t race on Friday afternoon, because 
of sundown,’ and he says, ‘What’s sundown got to do 
with hot rods?’ ” Excitedly Tommy told his mother all 
about the conversation he had had with Mr. Riley. 


couldn’t break the Sabbath for any hot-rod 
race. Then he began to argue. It sorta scared 
me. 

“What did he want to argue about?” 

“He said we are all wrong; the day begins 
at midnight, not at sundown.” 

“How did you answer that?” 

“I didn’t know what to say at first, but 
then I remembered that in the first chapter 
of Genesis it always says, ‘The evening and 
the morning were’ a certain day, so I quoted 
that to him.” 

“That was real good, son,” mother said 
proudly. 

“Then, after he had thought about it for a 
while, he asked why we keep Saturday any- 
way. I told him that we keep the Sabbath 
because it is the seventh day of the week, 
and that God told us to rest on the sev- 
enth day. And he wanted to know where 
that was in the Bible, so I told him that it 
was in the second chapter of Genesis and in 
the fourth commandment. Then I quoted 
the commandment for him. It seemed to 
help.” 

“Was he satisfied?” mother asked. 

“Well, not really. He wanted to know 
then how it happens that all the world goes 
to church on Sunday. That was too much 
for me, so I told him my daddy is a preacher, 
and that he would be glad to come and 
bring some pictures that would explain all 
this to him. I promised to come along and 
work the machine, but I was scared I’d say 
the wrong thing, so I didn’t try to answer 
that one.” 

“You did real well, Tommy, but didn’t 
you wish you knew enough to go right on 
and explain to him all about the change of 
the Sabbath?” 

“I surely did,’ Tommy agreed. “Believe 
me, I’m going to study my Bible harder at 
school, so I'll be able to answer the next 
person who asks me about the Sabbath. 
Made me feel sort of ashamed, being a 
church member and not being able to tell 
why.” 

“That's a sign of growing up, dear, and 
I am proud of you for understanding the 
importance of knowing what you believe. 
Did Mr. Riley agree to study with daddy 
and you?” 

“He surely did,” said Tommy happily. 
“He called it his ‘hot-rod lesson.’ He'll be- 
gin next week.” 

“That's better than racing, isn’t it, son?” 
mother asked. And Tommy agreed. 
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Chapter 2: Step Toward Death 


SWORDS of the SAMURAI 


By ANOBEL ARMOUR 


—* was no longer called Shimeta 
now that he was grown up. It had been 
the pet name given to him by his grand- 
father. Now he was called Niishima, his 
family name. He groaned as he thought 
about it. “I would like to be the little Shi- 
meta again. Then I could put my hand into 
my grandfather's hand and tell him all my 
troubles. He would help me.” 

But even as he thought this, Niishima 
knew that it couldn’t be true. “My poor old 
grandfather might be so shocked that his 
heart would stop. I cannot tell him that I 
would like to read a Christian book.” For a 
minute he almost smiled, thinking of how 
the angry people would drag him through 
the streets if they found out. They would 
pour incense into the dragon’s mouth till 
the whole town smelled of it. 

To Taru he said, “It is a grand thing to be 
a samurai. A young man could know no 
finer thing than that his family always 
served the prince in power.” 

Taru was the boy who taught him to fly 
kites. Now he laughed. But the laugh 
sounded odd; there was no humor in it. 
“You have told me that a hundred times this 
week already,” he protested. “But you don’t 
believe it because our prince is mean and 
unjust and you do not like to serve him.” 
He shook his head slowly. “It is the books 
that you have read. If you had not read 
books about other lands, you would be loyal 
to your prince—whether you liked him or 
not.” Taru strode away, tossing his head 
angrily. 

That night Niishima lay on his mat and 
tossed first to one side and then to the 
other. “All my friends think as Taru thinks,” 
he said. “A samurai has only one duty and 
nothing can change it.” He turned his head 
on his wooden pillow but still he did not 
sleep. 
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Then suddenly he sat bolt upright. “I 
would not be lying here sleepless if all my 
friends thought that way. It is because one 
of my friends lends me Christian books 
that I am restless.” He stared into the blank 
eyes of the idol on the far wall. There was 
no answer. 

At last Niishima made up his mind, “I 
cannot talk to my father, nor to my grand- 
father, nor yet to this worthless god.” He 
slipped into his suit and walked through the 
starlit night to the house of his friend. 

The screen that was used to close the 
house for the night was pulled shut and 
there was no light inside. But Niishima put 
his knuckles against the screen and tapped 
lightly just the same. “I want to come in,” 
he whispered. 

His friend opened the screen immedi- 
ately. There was no surprise on his face. “I 
thought you would come in the night,” he 
said. “Carry your boots into the house so 
no one will see them on the doorstep and 
know that you are here.” He led Niishima 
quietly into a darkened room and lighted a 
candle. “I have set the most important of 
all Christian books aside just for you,” he 
said. He reached into the hollow of his hard 
pillow and brought it out. “This Book 
tells of the sect who follow the Jesus doc- 
trine.” 

Niishima could not stop the trembling 
horror that ran through his soul. His voice 
was as harsh as a crow’s when he spoke. 
“That bad doctrine was brought to Dai Nip- 
pon many years ago,” he said. “It was not 
good then and it cannot be good now.” He 
tried to make his hands quit trembling and 
he rubbed his wet palms down the sides of 
his suit. “How can there be a book about it 
left in all Nippon?” 

His friend lowered his voice even more. 
It was all that Niishima could do to make 











ma’s friend said. But Niishima’s hands trembled 


out what he said. “When a family learns to 
believe in the Jesus doctrine, they hold fast 
to the Book. It is handed down to the head 
of each generation.” 

“But the punishments are terrible.” Ni- 
ishima shivered. 

His friend shivered suddenly too. “My 
father warns us always to be secret and care- 
ful,” he said. “That is because when he was a 
boy he saw a whole family crucified because 
they refused to say that the Jesus doctrine 
was not true.” 

Suddenly Niishima was five again, walk- 
ing under the rainbow-colored lanterns with 
his grandfather. His small hands touched 
the two little swords in his girdle. The next 
day both the swords and the boy had been 
blessed at the temple. “I have been a sam- 
urai ever since that day. I was born to carry 
two swords. What has gotten into me? A 
devil surely.” Niishima picked up his boots 
and started for the door. 

Behind him his friend spoke urgently. 
“There is a new world in this Book. The 
kind of world you would like for your be- 
loved Nippon.” 
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The windows were tightly closed, and only one candle lighted the room. “Take this Book,” Niishi- 


. The penalty for reading that Book was death. 


Niishima couldn’t believe it. But some- 
how he couldn’t put his hand to the screen 
and step out into the night empty-handed. 
“Give me the Book,’ he said at last. He 
reached out his brown hands and curled 
them around the Book. The trembling did 
not stop. Hastily he tucked the Book into 
his tunic and left. 

Niishima was a scholar. He liked books 
just because they were books. Soon he for- 
got that danger threatened anyone who read 
this particular Book. He sat upright on his 
mat until morning, reading and reading. 
Then he glared at the blank face of the god 
on the wall. 

He spoke to it. “There is only one God,” 
he said. “He made the world. That is why 
we have stars and oceans and mountains 
and birds and flowers.” Then suddenly he 
wrinkled his nose at the wooden image. 
“In my heart I have thought for a long time 
that it would be this way. How could you 
wooden gods create anything? You yourself 
were carved by men. God made the hands 
that carved you.” 

Niishima walked out of his room into 
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the sunlight, and he felt as if a glory-path 
had been set before his feet. “God made this 
path for my feet to follow,” he said to him- 
self. “He is my Father and I belong to Him. 
I do not need to serve a wicked prince. I 
need only to love God and serve Him.” It 
seemed to him that there had never been 
sunlight on his path before, so brightly did 
the sun shine this morning. 

As time went on, Niishima learned many 
other things from the Book his friend had 
given him. The most important thing of all, 
though, he did not understand. “Jesus, the 
Saviour,” he mused, “died for my sins. I 
would like to find someone who could ex- 
plain this to me.” But he did not know 
where to turn for help. 

The Book spoke about prayer. Niishima 
understood that. Always, deep inside him- 
self, he had called out to something or 
someone whom he couldn’t see. Always he 
had turned his head to the sky to speak. The 
heavens were filled with glory. He had 
never really felt right about touching his 
head to the knees of a wooden god and ask- 
ing that bit of log for guidance. 
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Now he made his first prayer, knowing to 
whom he was speaking. “Help me to find a 
way to learn more about your Son, Jesus, my 
God.” The people who followed the Jesus 
doctrine were hidden from sight. He didn’t 
really expect a quick answer to his prayer. 
Yet within minutes that prayer was being 
answered and a way was being opened. It 
came in such an ordinary way that Niishima 
didn’t know for quite a while that God had 
opened a door. 

A friend stopped to chat with him along 
the street. “I have news that may interest 
you,” he said. “At the palace we are making 
preparations for a trip the prince is going 
to take. Since he goes by water, I thought 
you might be able to persuade him to take 
you.” 

Niishima was so startled that he couldn't 
think for a moment. The prince took many 
trips. There was nothing odd in the fact 
that he was to sail to another island. But 
always the trips were kept secret. Suddenly 
the prince would be gone and that was all 
there was to it. “Why me?” Niishima 


To page 18 











The Gentleness of Lincoln 


By BERT RHOADS 


The Indian would have killed Lincoln, but was sick. 
Lincoln opened his canteen and gave him a drink. 
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NE day President Abraham Lincoln was 

walking with some important friends 
when he suddenly stooped down. His 
friends saw him pick up a little insect that 
was lying on its back, turn it over, and let it 
go. Straightening, he smiled at their puz- 
zled faces and explained, “I wanted that 
bug to have an equal chance with all the 
other bugs of its class.” 

On another occasion Lincoln slipped 
quietly out of a group of distinguished gen- 
tlemen to pick up a baby bird and put it 
back in its nest. 

Abe Lincoln was always doing kind 
things. That’s why so many people loved 
him. 

When the Black Hawk War was on, 
Lincoln was put in command of a company 
of soldiers. When they marched into the 
Indian country, they found that the Indians 
were gone. But they came across one lone 
Indian who had been too sick to run away 
with his fellows. Lincoln and his men fed 
and cared for this man, then helped him get 
in touch with his friends again. It was like 
Lincoln to find more pleasure in helping a 
poor Indian than in killing one. 

He was gentle with insects and birds, but 
how gentle he was with men! Being Presi- 
dent, he was commander in chief of all the 
armies of the Union. One evening he went 
to see General McClellan to discuss some 
highly important business with him. When 
he arrived at that officer's headquarters, Mc- 
Clellan sent word that he was tired and 
couldn’t see Lincoln till the morning. 

Some of Lincoln’s officers were so of- 
fended at this rudeness that they told Lin- 
coln they thought he ought to fire the man 
at once and make someone else general in 
his place. To page 17 











DEATH 
From Its Grip 


By ROBERT L. OSMUNSON 


| bye picture below shows Pastor H. E. 
Kotz pointing to a tiny little vine that 
is beginning to grow around a palm tree in 
East Africa. It is the beginning of a tragic 
story. 

In East Africa there is a tree the Africans 








call in Swahili mti ya mauti—the tree of 
death. It is a vine that starts in a very in- 
significant, unassuming, small way. It seems 
to be just a little creeper beginning to crawl 
around a mighty giant of the forest. 

In the second picture you can see how 








this little creeper has strengthened and 
grown. It now encircles the tree like a boa 
constrictor. The process has been slow, al- 
most invisible. People have come and gone 
about their daily business, passing the tree 
constantly but never noticing. 

Now look at the third picture. Onl 
years have passed. That tiny little thit 


oe grown so big and strong that it has choked 


the palm tree to death. Witness the tragic 
end. The busy vine has taken the place of 
the lofty palm. 

So in our spiritual experience. Little sins, 
if allowed to be repeated, will form bad 
habits that will crush all spiritual life out of 
us. 

Let us choose the things that are pure 
and honest, lovely, and of good report. 
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THE DAY | FOUND TH. 


By KAY HEISTAND a 


aga I was a girl the place I loved best 
in all the town, next to church, was the 
library. 1 could hardly wait to get there ev- 
ery week for the story hour and to find new 
books to read. We didn’t have much money, 
certainly none to spend foolishly, so read- 
ing was my main entertainment. No tele- 
vision in those days! 

I walked ten blocks to the library. We 
had an automobile, but my father drove it 
to work. It was very special, not to be used 
to run children on errands that two healthy 
legs could take them on. 

As I said, next to church, the library was 
my favorite place. It was quiet, except dur- 
ing the story hour, and I admired the place 
and the ladies who ran it so much that I al- 
ways went on tiptoe when I was there. Miss 
Knox was the head librarian. She had a 
sweet smile and a pretty face with masses of 
golden hair piled high above it. She intro- 
duced me to many good books that I still 
enjoy reading. 

On one particular day—a day that was 
to be filled with trouble, tribulation, and 
excitement—I got to the library early and 
chose my books. I went up to the desk as 
usual to check them out. While Miss Knox 
was stamping them I happened to look 
down on the floor. 

There, by my feet, lay a crisp dollar bill! 
I stooped quickly and picked it up. I looked 
at Miss Knox, but she was paying no at- 
tention to me. This was the first great 
temptation of my life and I fell quickly. I 
thrust the new dollar bill into the pocket of 
my sailor blouse. My cheeks burned as 
though I had a fever, and I was ashamed to 
meet Miss Knox’s eye when I muttered 
“good-by.” Thus quickly does sin change us! 

I am sure that this was the first time in 
my life when I ever held a dollar bill in my 
hand. In those days money was scarce in our 
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small town and scarcer still in our family. 
Silver seldom crossed my palm. I saved pen- 
nies for gifts and precious treats, and my 
necessities were all purchased by my par- 
ents. 

Such was my sudden disturbance of mind 
this morning that I had turned and was 
starting out of the children’s room when 
Miss Knox called to me, “Katherine, come 
here!” 

I stopped suddenly, not daring to turn 
around. I was a statue of guilt, discovered! 
She had seen me—I was sure of that! 

Then she called to me again. “Katherine, 
can’t you stay for the story hour?” 

The story hour! The high point of my 
week! I had completely forgotten it! 

I nodded my head and silently went to 
take my place in the circle of chairs where 
the story hour was held. 

I could not possibly tell you what story 
was told that morning. I doubt that I could 
have told anyone even an hour later, for my 
ears and heart were closed and unreceptive 
to the pleasure that usually meant so much 
to me. I marvel as I look back on that day 
how quickly the power of too much 
money, gotten dishonestly, could shut me 
off from the things that were good. Miss 
Knox always closed her story hour with a 
Bible phrase and a prayer for the coming 
week, but that morning I never heard them. 

On my way home I detoured through 
town. I had long admired an elaborate pen- 
cil box in the five-and-ten that sold for 
twenty-five cents. It contained pencils, pens, 
erasers, and crayons and was the ultimate 
in luxury and completion. I had wanted it 
for so long! Now I could buy it at last. 

But when I stood at the counter and 
looked at it again, I knew it could never be 


A dollar bill! | had never had one in my life. | 
reached down and picked it up, and no one saw me. 
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THE DOLLAR 





mine. An old lady, Mrs. Barnes, looked after 
the stationery counter. She was a friend of 
my family. Even if I bought the pencil box 
and took it to school without showing it 
at home, she would be sure to remark upon 
the purchase to my mother. 

“It’s a beautiful pencil box, isn’t it, Kath- 
erine?” Mrs. Barnes asked me. 

“Yes'm,” was all I could say. How I 
wished I'd found a fifty-cent piece. She 
might not have been so surprised if I'd dis- 
played a half dollar and tried to purchase 
the box—but never a crisp dollar bill. She 








knew we didn’t have that kind of money at 
our home. 

“Well, your birthday’s long past, Kath- 
erine, but you might get it for Christmas,” 
she said cheerfully. 

I only nodded and said good-by. It was 
no good. I'd have to figure out another way 
to spend the money! 

As I was walking through the park down- 
town, I smelled the tantalizing fragrance of 
fresh popcorn, from the popcorn wagon on 
the corner. I can smell that aroma to this 
day, and no other popcorn smells like it. On 
Sunday afternoons my mother and father 
would take me for a walk through the park, 
all three of us in our Sunday best. Father 
would buy me a bag of the popcorn some- 
times—not every Sunday, which made it so 
very special—and we would sit on a park 
bench. We'd throw a few kernels to the 
eager pigeons and admire the flower beds, 
where the flowers were planted in rows that 
spelled out the name of our town as well as 
certain well-known phrases. There was a 
fountain, too, where the sparrows flashed in 
and out of the spraying water, saucy, and 
chattering impudently at us. We had an old 
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Fifty miles on a bike is a long, long ride. 
Ask anyone who rides it! The Pathfinders 
of Logansport, Indiana, set out to accom- 
plish the trip a little while ago. Twenty-four 
persons (fifteen Pathfinders and nine coun- 





EIGHT-MILE STOP 
ON THE LONG, 
LONG RIDE 


selors) started, fourteen persons (ten Path- 
finders and four counselors) finished. The 
picture shows them at the first rest stop, 
eight miles on the way.—Director Clar- 
ence E. Davis, reporting. 





box camera and it took very good pictures. I 
still have some of the pictures today—show- 
ing a little girl standing uncomfortably on 
one foot, in a crisp white dress with a wide 
ribbon sash. 

Well, that same little girl was even more 
uncomfortable on that fateful morning, as I 
stared at the popcorn wagon, trying to get 
up the courage to ask Tony to change a 
dollar bill for a bag of popcorn. 

“Good morning, Katherine!” A deep 
voice made me jump and almost drop my 
books. 

I turned to see Mr. Flynn, broad and 
burly and red-faced, smiling at me. He was 
the park policeman. “And how are you to- 
day, young lady?” he inquired. 

“F—fine, thank you, Mr. Flynn,” I stam- 
mered. For one wild moment the thought 
went through my mind that Miss Knox had 
sent him after me! But then I realized she 
hadn’t seen me pick up the money or she'd 
have stopped me earlier. Still, even realizing 
that, I wasn’t comfortable in the policeman’s 
presence. 

“Good-by, Mr. Flynn,” I said hastily and 
hurried away. I would buy no popcorn to- 
day! 

Across the street from where we lived 
was a small neighborhood grocery. Its lico- 
rice sticks were the longest, its apples were 
the shiniest, in town. (It was said that old 
Mr. Morrell always spat on them and pol- 
ished them with his apron! We watched 
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him whenever we could, anxiously hoping 
we'd catch him doing it, but never did.) 
The grocery cat was the biggest ever, and 
the fact that she often slept on the cheese 
chopping block never fazed our delight in 
the store. To one who had never had enough 
candy in her life, that neighborhood grocery 
was one of the most fabulous and enchant- 
ing wonderlands. 

On this morning, which was rapidly be- 
coming the most unhappy and most miser- 
able day I had ever known, I stopped in 
Mr. Morrell’s store before going home. 

Mr. Morrell had several customers, so 
while I waited I looked in the glassed com- 
partments that held the candies, admiring 
them all. I was still trying to get up cour- 
age enough to cash the dollar bill which, 
crisp no longer, I now clutched with sweaty 
fingers. 

The store was finally empty and my cour- 
age was gone. Mr. Morrell turned to me 
with a beaming face. 

“Good morning, Katherine. It’s always 


a pleasure to see my favorite young lady.” 


He nodded his head at me in apparent de- 
light. “Yes, ma’am. You never complain, 
never hurry me, and always run your mam- 
ma’s errands with such good nature. What 
does mamma want today?” 

“Nothing, thank you, Mr. Morrell,” I an- 
swered in a low voice. 

His sharp eyes watched me for a minute, 


To page 16 
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How Washington 


Chose His Birthday 


By BERTHA NEWHOFF 


OMETIME this month George would be 

twenty-one. But when? He couldn't 
even figure it out for himself. His family 
had always celebrated February 11. But that 
was before eleven days had been dropped 
from the calendar five months before. 

He remembered how strange it was go- 
ing to sleep on the night of September 2, 
1752, and waking up next morning on 
September 14. Some people were still fuss- 
ing about those lost days and demanding 
that they be put back. 

George was not a scientist, nor even very 


much of a student, but he understood why 
the calendar had been changed. The year 
was not exactly 365 days long; there were 
some extra minutes no one had thought 
much about until they added up over the 
centuries and became days. In 1582 a 
new calendar, which took care of those extra 
minutes, was invented and adopted by some 
countries in Europe. England, though, had 
clung to the old calendar and so had her 
American colonies. Until last year, that is. 

But why did the change have to come in 
1752? If it had been made earlier, George 
might have been used to the new calendar 
by now. If it had been delayed, he would 
have no problem about when the most im- 
portant birthday in his life would be. 

On a table next to the window rested the 
large family Bible. George opened it to the 
pages on which were listed the names of 
every member of the family since the first 
had come to America in 1657. Beside the 
names were important dates—births, mar- 
riages, deaths. On the last page, headed 
“Births,” George ran his forefinger down 
the column until he came to his own name. 
“Born to Augustine Washington and _ his 
wife, Mary Ball, Friday, February 11, 1731, 
a son, George.” 

This year was 1753. But he would not be 
twenty-two, the figure he got when he sub- 
tracted 1731 from 1753. He could not pos- 
sibly be, for he had never been twenty-one. 
It was all part of the confusion brought 


George Washington had a hard time deciding when 
his birthday was. The calendar was changed just be- 
fore he was twenty-one—or was he twenty-one now? 


FEBRUARY 17, 1960 / 15 








about by the calendar change. He had to re- 
mind himself that the date of New Year's 
Day had been changed along with the cal- 
endar. In the old Julian calendar new year 
had been on March 25; in the new Grego- 
rian calendar, for the first time in Vir- 
ginia, new year was January 1. By one cal- 
endar, George had been born in 1731; by 
the other, he was born in 1732. No wonder 
he was confused! 

George heard a step in the hall. The 
door opened and his mother came into the 
sitting room. He asked her when he would 
be twenty-one. 

She frowned. “What a question. Haven't 
we always celebrated on the eleventh?” 
Then, she remembered the calendar change 
and looked as perplexed as he did. 

The twenty-first is the most important 
birthday in any man’s life, George thought. 
It divides boyhood from manhood. There 
were many important rights he would have 
when he came of age that made him anx- 
ious to know the exact day. A Virginian 
could vote at twenty-one, and serve on a 
jury. He could be elected to office, even to 
the Colonial Assembly in Williamsburg. 

He asked the farm overseer a few days 
later on what day he should consider him- 
self twenty-one, and the older man said, 
“The habits of a lifetime are not easily 
broken. I think I will never get used to this 
new calendar, and I wish we had the old 
one back.” 

Neither his mother nor the overseer had 
been at all helpful! Perhaps, George 
thought, his neighbor and good friend, Lord 
Fairfax, could give him the advice he 
needed. He had great regard for Lord Fair- 
fax. This man had trusted him enough to 
let him go alone to survey lands in the far 
western wilderness in the Valley of the 
Shenandoah while he was still a boy in his 
teens. Lord Fairfax was wise; he would give 
him the right answer. 

But for once his good friend refused to 
give any advice. “George, this is something 
you must decide for yourself,’ he declared. 

George thought about Fairfax’s words, 
turning them over in his mind. Was there 
something more than a mere date involved 
in making a choice? The more he thought 
about it, the surer he was there must be. 

At breakfast on February 10 his mother 
asked, “Have you decided what day you will 
celebrate as your birthday? If it is to be to- 
morrow, I must prepare for it today. 
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George nodded. His decision was made. 
And he explained to his mother how he 
had made it. The Julian calendar belonged 
to the past, the Gregorian calendar be- 
longed to the future. The future was much 
more important than the past. Hereafter, 
beginning with the twenty-first, his birth- 
day would be February 22. 

As long as George Washington lived, his 
family celebrated both the eleventh and th 
twenty-second of February. When his coun- 
try began observing his birthday as a na- 
tional holiday, the one he chose for himself 
was selected. By then all Americans had 
become used to the new calendar. 





The Day I Found the Dollar 
From page 14 


then he reached into a box behind the 
counter. “Well, Katherine, don’t mention it 
to the other children, but I guess, just for 
once, I can give a present to my favorite 
customer.” And he handed me a long piece 
of licorice. 

I could hardly stretch out my hand to ac- 
cept it, I was so surprised. 

“For me, Mr. Morrell?” 

He nodded. “Now run on home, Kath- 
erine, it’s almost time for lunch. You'd best 
eat the licorice after lunch or your mamma 
will get after me for spoiling your appetite!” 

I could hardly eat a thing during lunch. I 
washed the dishes hastily, then told mamma 
I had to go back to the library. 

The hardest thing I'd ever done in my 
life was to stand before Miss Knox’s desk 
and face her clear blue eyes. I’d rehearsed 
all the way to the library what I would say 
and none of it would be easy. 

“Miss Knox, I found some money here 
in the library this morning,” I finally stam- 
mered. 

She didn’t smile, but it seemed to me 
that relief showed on her face. “Was it a 
dollar bill, Katherine?” she asked me. 

“Yes, ma'am,” was all I could say. 

She sighed. “I’m so happy, Katherine. It 
belongs to a very old lady who lives on a 
small pension. She couldn’t afford to lose it. 
I’m sure it would buy enough food for her 
for nearly a week.” 

I stared at Miss Knox in horror as I laid 
the crumpled dollar bill on the desk. Some- 
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one needed that money to keep from going 
hungry! I'd never had any luxuries or fancy 
things to eat but I'd never really been hun- 
gry in all my life! 

“Did your mother send you back with it, 
Katherine?” Miss Knox asked softly as she 
smoothed out the bill between her fingers. 

“No, Miss Knox. She doesn’t know about 


@ I—I tried to spend it, but I couldn't.” I 


as so bitterly ashamed. I hung my head 
and couldn’t keep the tears back. 

A soft hand touched me under the chin 
and raised my head so my eyes met hers. 
“You met temptation and conquered it,” 
she said. “Let me tell you, Katherine dear, 
that prayer and God will make your strug- 
gle easier next time.” 

“Oh, Miss Knox, I never want there to 
be a next time,” I burst out. “Today has 
been the most awful day of my life!” 

Miss Knox smiled at me a little sadly. 
“There will be many temptations in your 
life, my dear, and you can never overcome 
them alone. But with God’s help they will 
get easier and be more readily overcome. 
Remember that—always.” 

“I will. I will,” I promised. And I’ve al- 
ways tried to remember my promise from 
that day to this. 





The Gentleness of Lincoln 
From page 9 


But Lincoln said, “No. General McClel- 
lan can bring us victories, and if he will do 
that, I will gladly groom his horse.” 

When Fort Pillow was captured by the 
Confederate armies, the Confederates killed 
several of the captured Negro prisoners. 
Someone told Lincoln that the Union Army 
should now shoot the same number of Con- 
federate prisoners. 

But again Lincoln said No. “If we kill 
Confederate prisoners, the Confederates in 
turn will kill as many Union prisoners. 
Then we will have to shoot some more of 
our Southern prisoners. That’s no way to 
carry on a war. 

An artist was making a life mask of Lin- 
coln. He wanted it to reveal the gentle, 
smiling Lincoln that the world has come to 
love. He placed a plaster of Paris mixture 
all over Lincoln's face, then waited awhile 
for it to harden. During this time he told 
Lincoln this smile-getting story: 


“A wealthy citizen,” he said, “was having 
a life mask made. This man was quick- 
tempered, easily provoked, and ready to 
fight at the drop of a hat. After the opera- 
tor had applied the plaster mixture, he sud- 
denly remembered that he had forgotten to 
grease the angry man’s eyebrows. He knew 
that when the mask hardened, the eyebrows 
would be stuck fast in the plaster. The mask 
would have to be broken and taken off 
piece by piece—a very painful process. 
Frightened at the thought of what would 
happen to him, the operator didn’t linger 
even to gather up his tools. He fled from 
the room, leaving the plaster on the rich 
man’s face, and was never heard from 
again.” The mask maker finished his story. 
He had gotten the smile he had hoped for. 

Lincoln’s last official act, we can easily be- 
lieve, was an act of gentleness. A messenger 
came to tell Lincoln that a man who had 
been doing the Government much mischief 
had been found and could easily be ar- 
rested and punished. Lincoln was getting 
ready for supper. Before another supper- 
time should come he would be lying dead 
in the Peterson house in Washington, D.C. 

Lincoln asked, “Where is this trouble- 
maker, and what is he doing?” 

“He is doing his best to get away to 
Canada,” the messenger said. 

“If we let him go, will he keep on run- 
ning till he gets there?” Lincoln asked. 

“I’m sure he will,” said the messenger. 

“Then let him get away,” said Lincoln. 

How many millions of faces have been 
lighted with hope and gladness by Lincoln’s 
gentleness! 


Charlie Was Bossy 
From page 3 


The little igloo was soon finished, but 
there was no one with whom to share it. 
Charlie was soon back in the kitchen with 
mother. 

Try as he might, he couldn’t rid himself 
of a nagging worry. Dan liked Joe better 
than him. Everything had been fine until 
Joe came along. The more Charlie thought 
of it, the bigger the mountain grew; and 
the bigger the mountain grew, the sorrier 
Charlie felt for himself. Then a sudden 
thought made him brighten. 
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“Joe will be going home soon,” he told 
his mother, and for the first time in hours he 
smiled. “He’s only here for the holidays.” 

But Charlie’s satisfaction was short-lived. 
Mother answered, “Joe’s folks are thinking 
of moving down here. Joe’s grandmother is 
getting pretty old, you know, and they want 
to be close by to keep an eye on her.” 

“Oh, no!” Charlie exploded. 

“Anyway,” mother went on, “Joe will be 
here during all the vacations for the next 
several years. You might as well learn to 
get along with him.” 

“Fine chance of that, with Dan monopo- 
lizing him all the time,” Charlie retorted. 

“I’ve noticed lately that you always have 
Dan do whatever you want,” mother said. 
“Maybe he likes sledding better than build- 
ing igloos. You're too bossy. Maybe that’s 
why Dan likes to play with Joe better than 
with you.” 

Charlie was too surprised to say anything 
for a moment. And he was hurt that mother 
should even think he was bossy, much less 
say it. 

“I’m not bossy, Mother,” he snapped. “I 
don’t want my own way all the time.” He 
took himself off to his room in a huff. 

“Tl show those two I don’t miss their 
company one bit,” he fumed. Still, the 
thought nagged at his mind. Was he jealous? 
Did he want Dan all to himself? It was a 
hard battle Charlie fought with himself that 
day, but after a session on his knees the 
anger burned out. 

Next morning Charlie started to run over 
to Dan’s house as he had done every morn- 
ing for as long as he could remember. Sud- 
denly he stopped. Maybe Dan didn’t want 
to be friends any more. After the way 
he had acted, he wouldn’t blame Dan if he 
didn’t, but if he should get a second chance, 
Charlie was determined not to be bossy any 
more. Forlornly he inspected the igloo. The 
cold of the night had frozen it solid. 

“Hello, there!” 

Charlie turned and stared. Joe and Dan 
were coming around the corner of the 
house! 

“That's a fine igloo you’ve got,” Joe con- 
tinued. “Did you make it all by yourself?” 

“Sure. Yesterday afternoon, while you 
and Dan were sledding.” Charlie was 
pleased with himself now. 

“It looks as though it would make a swell 
fort!” Joe exclaimed. “Why don’t we put 
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Dan inside to defend it, and you and I will 
try to conquer it!” 

In a moment snowballs were flying thick 
and fast as the “attackers” tried to take the 
fort. When they succeeded, Joe went in as 
defender. And so the fun continued all 
morning. 

Along about eleven-thirty there was a 
pause. Charlie suddenly caught 


himself 
thinking, “It’s fun playing with Joe. I hop 


he moves to town—real soon!” 


Swords of the Samurai 
From page 8 


blurted out. “Why should I ask to go with 
him?” 

“Do you not read books?” his friend said. 
Niishima’s mind flashed to the Book that 
was hidden in his hollow pillow and his 
hands turned cold and wet. “Navigation in- 
terests our prince,” the friend went on. 
“You know a lot about such things. He sails 
to Hakodate and only yesterday he said that 
he wished he had maps of the harbors and 
inlets between here and there.” 

“Someone in Hakodate might tell me 
more about Jesus,” Niishima thought 
quickly. But he said nothing like that to his 
friend. Instead he bowed from the waist. “I 
would like to see more of the world,” he ad- 
mitted. “I have never been out of sight of 
Yedo Bay. So, my friend, I thank you for 
your news.” 

It would not be wise to try to speak di- 
rectly to the prince. Nothing was ever done 
that way. But Niishima knew a_ professor 
in the royal household who was in high 
favor. “Talk to the prince for me,” he urged. 
“Tell him that I can draw maps.” 

The professor spoke to the prince and 
came back with good news. “He says that 
you may make the journey to Hakodate 
with him,” he told Niishima. 


She wrapped Niishima’s two swords in oil- 
skin so the sea water would not rust them. 

His grandfather gave him the family bless- 
ing, then said, “The heart is like a garden. 
It may have weeds or it may have flowers. 
Keep your heart green and clear of weeds, 
my Shimeta, and evil will not touch you.” 
Niishima looked at his grandfather in 
startled wonder. He sounded almost as if 
he had been reading from the Book. 
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Soon they were on their way. At each 
harbor Niishima took notes. Then he made 
maps and gave them to the prince, who was 
more than pleased. But the young samurai 
saw more than harbors on the long trip. 
“There is much evil,” he said, “as my father 
warned me. I have seen innocent travelers 
robbed of their money right on the wharfs 
in sight of our ship. No one offered to help 
hem. ‘It is done every day,’ the people say. 
It is as if we shrugged off evil as something 
that cannot be helped.” 

He saw sailors gamble their wages away 
and he saw them cheated. He saw his prince 
gulp down sake, the wine of Nippon, and 
become suddenly more unjust and cruel 
than ever. There were many other things 
Niishima thought would make God un- 
happy. He lost count of them after a while. 

“More and more I can see how my people 
would be blessed to have this Jesus doc- 
trine,” he said. “I wish I knew enough to 
share it with them. I must get away. The 
Americans who came into our bay long ago 
have the Book. They could tell me much.” 
At first he tried to put the thought out of his 
mind, it was so wild and unreasonable. 
Then he decided to pray about it. 

“You have been a great help on the trip,” 
the prince told him when they reached 
Hakodate, “so I will reward you. You are a 
scholar and I have not let you study since I 
have become your prince. But now I will 
let you stay here awhile and refresh your 
mind.” He grinned scornfully. “You can 
stay until your money is gone. Then you 
may come back to Yedo.” 

Niishima bowed his head and bent his 
knees. His head touched the floor. He was 
very grateful, although he knew that his 
prince thought he would be back in Yedo 
very soon. A samurai would live high and 
drink much sake. He would have no money 
in just a few days. 

“I will put away my swords and dress in 
the dress of the common people,” Niishima 
decided. “I will live in a small boarding 
house. No one will know that I am a samu- 
rai who has been brought up in a prince’s 
household. That way I will learn much, for 
people will talk to me.” 

That is just what he did. People told him 
their troubles. They told him of plans that 
they had to keep in their hearts too. He felt 
very close to them. He wanted more than 
ever to help them. But instead of moving 
into a small boarding house he moved into 
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the home of a Russian who wanted to learn 
Japanese. 

There was a Japanese clerk in the house 
also. He worked for an English merchant. 
He wanted to share his English with Ni- 
ishima. It was a happy time, in a house 
where Russian, English, and Japanese were 
all used, sparkling like firecrackers. 

“This is like another world,’ Niishima 
said to his friend at table. “Sometimes I feel 
as if I were preparing for my journey.” He 
hadn’t known he was going to say that. 

The Russian didn’t look up. But the Jap- 
anese clerk opened startled eyes. “You had 
not spoken of leaving us,” he said. 

Niishima cast secrecy aside. Something 
told him to speak plainly to these men. “I 
want to go to America,” he said. “I want to 
learn more about the Christian way of life. 
I want to help Dat Nippon.” 

The Russian dropped his cup. The china 
shattered, but he didn’t seem to hear it. 
“We could all be killed,” he stammered. 
“Your very words could cause our deaths.” 

“I have read the Book that speaks of 
God’s love and of His Son who died for us,” 
the samurai said quietly. 

“An American ship sails for China with 
some of our goods next week,” the clerk 
said unexpectedly. Niishima’s heart leaped 
up and then it began to beat with fear. The 
penalty for leaving Japan was death! He 
turned his head so the clerk could not see 
the terror in his eyes. 

(To be continued) 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 
Lesson Theme for the first quarter: "The Blessed Hope" 


IX—How Satan Sets Traps for 


Us in the Last Days 


(February 27) 


MeEMorY VERSE: “To the law and to the testi- 
mony: if they speak not according to this word, 
it is because there is no light in them” (Isaiah 
8:20). 

SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read Matthew 24:23-28 and 42-51—passages 
in which Jesus tells us about the dangers we 
must face during the last days. Go over the 
memory verse a few times. This verse tells us 
how to test every new teaching. Brush up on 
the memory verse daily when you do your as- 
signment. 

SUNDAY 


Loving the World 


Open your Bible to Romans 12. 


Last week we found that one of the signs of 
the end is the increase of wickedness and world- 
liness of every sort. Paul named the sins that 
would become very common in the last days, 
and said that even some of those who profess 
to be Christians would practice these sins. He 
said that so-called Christians would have a 
form of godliness but that they would deny the 
power of godliness. To those who want to be 
ready for Jesus when He comes, Paul says, 
“From such turn away.” 

Satan would like us to share the sins and 
pleasures of worldly people, because that will 
keep us from getting ready for the Second Ad- 
vent. In another epistle Paul gives us a warning 
about being drawn into the world. Read his 
words of caution in verse 2. 
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To “conform” means to take the shape of 
something, just as jelly takes the shape of the 
mold into which it is poured. How easy it is to 
take the “shape” of the crowd we go around 
with—to dress as they do, to talk as they do, to 
eat what they eat, laugh as they do, go to the 
places they go to! We Christians must be care- 
ful not to conform to the world. If we want to 
be ready for the coming of Christ, we must be 
transformed by grace, not conformed to the 
world. 

For further reading: Messages to Young Peo- 
ple, p. 126, pars. 2, 3; p. 127, par. 1 

TuHInkK! Are you conforming to the pat- 
tern the world sets, or to the pattern Jesus gives 
you? 

Pray not to fall into the snare of worldliness 
that Satan sets for God’s people. 


MONDAY 
False Christs and False Prophets 


Open your Bible to Matthew 24. 


Not all the signs of Christ’s second advent 
are visible ones like the falling of the stars. 
Some of them are spiritual signs. We see them 
even in what the churches are teaching. Many 
strange things will be taught. Men will even 
pretend to be our Lord Himself, and will draw 
huge crowds of people—people who have been 
deceived because they have not studied the Bi- 
ble to find out how Christ will come again. 

There will be people pretending to have vi- 








gives 


liness 


sions and dreams from God, calling themselves 
——— Many will be deceived by them also, 
orgetting to see whether what they preach 
and teach is in accordance with the Word of 
God. 

Jesus wants us to be prepared for these false 
christs and false prophets. Read what He tells 
us about them and what these false christs and 
prophets will be able to do, in verses 24 to 26. 

A true prophet does not contradict the Word 
of God. He turns people’s attention to what God 


has written. Everything we see or hear about— 
however wonderful it may seem to be—must be 
tested by the Word of God. “‘To the law and to 
the testimony: if they speak not according to 
this word, it is because there is no light in 
them” (Isa. 8:20). 

For further reading: Thoughts From the 
Mount of Blessing, pp. 145, 146. 

TuHInK! Are you carefully studying God’s 
Word now so that you will not be deceived by 
false teaching? 


All the time Satan is trying to get us to do wrong, Jesus is trying to help us to do right. 
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Pray to have a good grounding in the Word 
of God, so that you will not be deceived by 
wrong teachings. 


TUESDAY 


Danger From Becoming Careless 


Open your Bible to Luke 8. 

Satan has temptations tailor made to suit ev- 
ery individual. He tries different ones on differ- 
ent persons, to see which will make him fall. 
Some persons are deceived by a love of the 
world or by false prophets, and they get slack 
and gradually drift away from the church. They 
lose interest in Bible study, forget to pray, and 
grow careless about church attendance. Paul 
warns us, “Now the Spirit speaketh expressly, 
that in the latter times some shall depart from 
the faith” (1 Tim. 4:1). 

Jesus also referred to this danger. Many will 
accept the gospel with great joy, but they will 
grow cold and careless. He told a parable about 
the word of God as seed falling into four dif- 
ferent kinds of soil. In verse 6 find where some 
of the seed fell as the sower scattered it. 

“They on the rock are they, which, when they 
hear, receive the word with joy; and these have 
no root, which for a while believe, and in time 
of temptation fall away,” Jesus explained (Luke 
8:13). 

We can guard against this particular danger 
by being careful of our habits of devotion, by 
earnestly studying God’s Word daily, and by 
praying often. 

For further reading: Messages to Young Peo- 
ple, p. 86, par. 2; p. 87, par. 1. 

THInk! Are your _ personal 
habits well established? 

RESOLVE never to let up on your daily devo- 
tions. 


devotional 


WEDNESDAY 


Danger From a False Power That Will Arise 


Open your Bible to 2 Thessalonians 2. 

Another great danger to the waiting, watch- 
ing people of God will be the arising of a great 
power in the last days. This power will pretend 
to have all the authority of God, and will try to 
make all the world obey its laws and worship 
the way it says they should. Read what Paul 
tells us about this power, in verses 3 and 4. 


This power will proclaim that the law of God 
has been changed, and all must obey the 
changed law. This power will also say that 
those who persist in keeping the command- 
ments as God has given them to us in the Holy 
Bible are lawbreakers and undesirable, and it 
will try to make it very hard for them, even 
persecuting those who live according to the Bi- 
ble. 

Paul warns us that many will fall away from 
the truth when this power exerts its author- 
ity. They will not be strong enough spiritually 
to stand the opposition. 

We will have to be both watchful and cou- 


rageous to w: stand this power that is inspired 
by Satan to try to stamp out the people of God. 

For further reading: Messages to Young Peo- 
ple, p. 57. 

THINK! Have you made Jesus and His Word 
your only rule of life? 

Pray to have courage to 
whatever the cost. 


serve Jesus only, 


THURSDAY 
A Contrast 


Open your Bible to Matthew 24. = 
When Jesus had finished telling about the 
signs by which the disciples could recognize that 
the destruction of Jerusalem was near and by 
which we may know that the Second Advent is 
at hand, He urged everyone to watch. To show 
us how needful this is, He drew a contrast be- 
tween two types of people who will be living in 
the last days, the watchful and the unwary. He 
used the figures of two servants waiting for 
their lord to return from a journey. Read verse 
46 and see what Jesus said about the servant who 
watched and prepared for his master’s return. 

He also said that the lord would reward him 
and make him ruler over his goods. 

Then Jesus told about the other servant. Find 
what this one said in his heart, in verse 48. 

Because he thought his master was a long 
time coming back he grew careless. Look in 
verse 49 and see what he did. 

He fell into the trap Satan had made for him. 

The Lord is coming, although His coming 
may seem to us to be delayed. “The Lord of that 
servant shall come in a day when he looketh 
not for him, and in an hour that he is not aware 
of and shall ... appoint him his portion with 
the hypocrites” (Matt. 24:50, 51). 

No words of blessing fall on the ears of the 
one who slackened his watching. He loses eter- 
nal life and suffers punishment. 

For further reading: Messages to Young Peo- 
ple, p. 47, par. 3. 


THINK! Which of the two servants are you 
like? 
Pray to be watchful each day, even if you 


think that the Lord’s coming is delayed. We 
know not the hour! 


FRIDAY 


Or wuat in the lesson do these pairs of words 
make you think? 
conformed—transformed 
desert—secret chamber 
law—testimony 
opposeth—exalteth 
cometh—delayeth 
Review the memory verse. 
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An Invitation to 


MISSIONARY ADVENTURE 


Two outstanding books with that magic-carpet ap- 
peal—guaranteed to delight readers of every age. 


GOING WITH GOD, by Yvonne Davy 


No author has ever told mission stories with more graphic appeal. 
In this book we view the fortunes of two young missionary appointees 
from the time they leave home until they arrive at their mission 
station. We live with them in their work, share their hopes and de- 
spairs, their joy in souls won from darkest African heathenism. This 


book engages high reader interest from the first sentence through the 
last page. 


Price $3.00 
MISSIONARY TO CALCUTTA, by Goldie Down 


Decidedly an informative, entertaining, and inspiring mission travel 
treatise. All the vivacity of wide-awake observation combines here 
with the charm of an uninhibited astonishment to make this a com- 
pelling narrative. In this book you will find delightfully subtle humor, 
pathos, tragedy. As never before you will feel the great need of 
India and see its beauty contrasted with its wretchedness. 

This volume reveals a facet of missionary life not found in other 
missionary recitals. 


a Price $3.75 
€ ORDER FROM YOUR BOOK AND BIBLE HOUSE 





























Church Missionary Secretary 
Book and Bible House 
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CHARLIE THE CHEETAH, No. 3—By Harry Baerg 


COPYRIGHT © 1959 BY THE REVIEW AND HERALD, ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 











1. Charlie sharpened his claws on the scratching 
tree, read the news of other visitors with his nose, 
left some scent of his own, and went on. 2. Usually 
he hunted during the daytime, and at night—or 
whenever he wanted to rest—he would curl up in 











ils 
the tall grass where he would be able to hear an 
intruder. 3. When the moon shone brightly he also 
hunted at night. Since he hunted by sight rather than 
by smell there had to be light so he could see the 
prey he was after. His catlike eyes helped him a lot. 





fer) 














4. Daily practice in running increased his speed and 
he was quite pleased with himself when he caught 
his first swift gazelle. 5. A kudu is almost as large 
as a horse, and Charlie had to try several times be- 
fore he was able to pull down one of them. 6. Most 











small ones like the dik-dik, the klipspringer, or the 
duiker. The tallest of these was only two feet high. 
Though Charlie was fast, the game often escaped. 
Charlie could not keep up his top speed very long. 





























7. Charlie preferred the short grass plains where he 
could see long distances, run easily, and still have 
some shrubbery and boulders to hide behind when 
stalking. 8. The cheetah has few enemies that he 
cannot avoid. Man has hunted him a lot for his skin, 
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which makes a beautiful rug. Now a hunter of an- 
other kind entered Charlie’s territory. 9. He was 
looking at the trees as he went along. At last he 
came to the scratching tree and showed interest. 
A cheetah must be nearby—just what he wanted. 











